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NCE OF ASTRODYNAMICS 


Journey in the Dark 


he big car sped along the fast lane 
of the motorway, considerably in 
excess of the legal speed limit but 


with no sound of effort from its power- 
ful motor. It was dark outside apart from 


passing lights of other vehicles, a cool 
November evening; inside it was dark 
too, in the rear seat certainly, but snug 
and warm. Behind the black-suited 
shoulders and peaked cap of the driver 
the big middle-aged man turned to his 
scarcely visible companion. 

“What did you think, Michelle? Did 


that go all right?’ 

Mr Barnard was referring to his lec- 
ture, delivered in a hall in the suburbs 
of Birmingham a little earlier. Delivered 
to an audience of Organisation members, 
though not of its elite, inner circle of in- 
itiates. He knew it had gone well and he 
knew his young companion would in any 
case parrot uncritical approval and praise 
but that did not mean he was averse to 
hearing it. The youthful face turned to 
him in the dark. Lights of a passing car 
momentarily illuminated the pale full- 
lipped mouth and shining eyes. 

‘Oh yes, Sir. It was marvellous. Super. 
They really loved it. It was a great ex- 
perience for them.’ All delivered in a 
breathy, ecstatic young voice. 

A large hand came across to her knee. 
‘Yes. I thought it went well. It is always 
very draining though, Michelle. A drain 
on a man’s electricity. His EQ. I shall 


need а good soak іп а hot bath when we 
get back. And a massage.’ 

Michelle said an enthusiastic but 
respectful, ‘Yes Mr Barnard.’ His hand 
had slid up her bare thigh, fingers down 
in the warm narrow space between it and 
‘its mate. Knowing what was expected of 
her Michelle parted her knees. Not ex- 
cessively but sufficient: the Leader did 
not want immodest or tarty behaviour but 
he did want a girl to be co-operative, 
compliant, especially when he was low 
in his EQ, his Energy Quotient. That was 
a girl’s prime function in the Organisa- 
tion, her duty and of course a high 
honour. Quite a few girls would give a 
lot to be where Michelle was now, with 
the Leader in the plush rear seat of the 
Daimler: snug in the warm dark and with 
his hand up between the hot smooth 
thighs. Replenishing his EQ. 

The hand discovered, with Michelle 
sliding her thighs apart a little wider, that 
there were knickers. This was all right 
and quite correct. Again a girl must not 
be immodest and simply because she 
knew she would be travelling with the 
Leader in the Daimler leave off her 
knickers. Some girls, early on in their 
training and with an excess of zeal, might 
think that but it was wrong. There was 
a time and a place for everything: that 
was a basic tenet of the Teaching. 
Michelle’s knickers however were brief 
and diaphanous. They covered what a 
girl’s knickers were meant to cover but 
in no way concealed or hid or prevented 
Energy Flow. She spread her legs wider. 
It was not wrong once the hand was 
there, the Leader’s hand, seeking Energy 
and in any case it was quite dark. Mr 
Barnard’s hand had found her special 
spot through the silky thin knickers, was 
rubbing it. Michelle’s soft mouth open- 
ed in a little moan. Energy, electricity, 
was being transferred all right, she could 
feel it, a hot and heady tirigle. She 
squirmed. Her short skirt was high up on 
her hips. 

The short skirt was part of Michelle’s 
uniform as one of Mr Barnard’s Angels. 
It was navy-blue and very brief even 
when it wasn’t pushed up round her hips 
as it was at this moment. The short skirt 
was worn with a matching tight, short- 
sleeved navy shirt, buttoning down the 
front and displaying a number of badges 
and marks of proficiency: badges earn- 
ed during a girl’s training and progres- 
sion through the various grades. 
Michelle’s shirt bore the badge of an 
Angel Grade One: the very highest level 
that a girl could attain. With the navy 
shirt and skirt were worn white knee- 
socks and polished black shoes which 
could be high-heeled or flat. Michelle 
was today wearing high-heeled courts in 
recognition of her important presence at 
the lecture when she had sat, the 
Leader’s chosen Angel Grade One for to- 
day, at a special table at the front of the 
hall. i 

Other than these items of clothing there 
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were of course the knickers, as already 
mentioned. A bra could be worn or not, 
depending. It was not considered im- 
modest for a girl to go without a bra. 
Michelle did not have one on today; her 
only undergarment was the skimpy pair 
of knickers, the crotch of which was now 
feeling the rhythmic attentions of Mr 
Barnard’s fingers. 

Michelle moaned softly again. Passing 
energy, electricity, to the Leader was 
always a highly emotional and heady 
thing whatever means was used. When 
they got back there would be Mr Bar- 
nard’s bath and also his massage which 
too would be highly emotional situations. 
Sometimes the emotional current was so 
high it could reduce a girl to tears, 
though naturally not tears of 
unhappiness. 

Mr Barnard’s other arm was behind 
Michelle’s slim back. It came up now, 
to cradle the back of her sleek head. Pull- 
ing her close. Michelle’s soft pink mouth 
came obediently open as it met the 
Leaders’. His large and aggressive 
tongue thrust in and she accepted it, 
sucking it into her mouth. More energy 
was transmitted, making her shiver 
afresh. Mr Barnard took his mouth away. 

‘I’m getting off the bottom,’ he said 
in a husky voice. Meaning the bottom of 
his EQ. ‘Just a little.’ Then more loud- 
ly, addressing the impassive back of the 
driver, ‘Not too long now I guess, 
Parks.’ 

They were in fact still a good hour’s 
drive from base, the Organisation’s 
Headquarters, because once the big black 
car had left the motorway there was still 
some distance to cover on lesser roads. 
There was time enough for more energy 
to be transferred from the nubile 
Michelle before they reached home; time 
for the Leader’s EQ to be raised a fur- 
ther notch or two. In the snug darkness 
he was now working at the buttons of the 
tight navy-blue shirt. Below which there 
was of course only the warm and eager- 
to-please Angel Grade One. 


On The Table 


The sign on the substantial brick pillar 
which with its partner supported the 
heavy iron gates said ‘Hartfield Hall’ and 
underneath ‘The Science of 
Astrodynamics’ . Hartfield Hall nestled in 
the middle reaches of the Thames valley 
and its grounds backed onto the river. A 
small houseboat was kept moored at its 
jetty and there was also a larger sea- 
going craft kept at a South coast moor- 
ing for'the voyages of study and train- 
ing which were undertaken at more cle- 
ment times of the year. This nautical 
aspect was reflected in the fact that the 
Leader and his lieutenants would not in- 
frequently appear in naval-type kit: a 
navy-blue uniform complete with braid- 
ed cap which in the summer months 
might be exchanged for a white outfit. 
The Angels too had a white version of 


their navy-blue uniform. 

The large iron gates presented a for- 
midable barrier against uninvited in- 
dividuals and were kept locked. For- 
midable also were the high brick walls 
extending in both directions from the gate 
pillars to completely enclosed the proper- 
ty on the landward side. Within were 
maturely wooded grounds, lawns, etc, 
and Hartfield Hall itself: a substantial 
Early Victorian country manor. It had 
been acquired by the Organisation for use 
as its Headquarters some five years 
earlier, during which time such modifica- 
tions and improvements as were deem- 
ed necessary had been carried out. A 
heated outdoor swimming pool and also 
an indoor one; a jacuzzi, a gymnasium. 
It was not only young persons’ minds that 
had to be trained but their bodies too. 

As for the mental training, the Science 
of Astrodynamics, less major modifica- 
tions were needed. Rooms were already 
present that could be used with very lit- 
tle modification for teaching, tutorials, 
etc. All that was needed, apart from brin- 
ing in suitable furniture, was the installa- 
tion of up-graded locks. 

It is 7 o’clock on this cool November 
evening. The Leader’s Daimler is still 
some three quarters of an hour away. 
Here at Hartfield Hall the darkened 
grounds are empty save for whatever 
small nocturnal creatures there may be 
going about their business, and the river 
is silent and still-seeming. The gates are 
locked, as they always are except when 
a bona fide person or vehicle is entering 
or leaving. The place is still and silent ' 
but the house is not empty. Lights shine 
in a number of rooms and a number of 
persons are busy at their duties. The 
domestic staff for instance: in addition 
to any other requirements Mr Barnard is 
likely to want a meal on his return, as 
will his companion Angel Grade One and 
the driver. And there are of course others 
here, not only the domestic staff. 

There is Mr Liebman for one. Mr 
Liebman is a very senior man in the 
Organisation though naturally subor- 
dinate to Mr Barnard. He is, like that 
gentleman, middle-aged and also of 
American origin; a smaller man though 
and with sharp, ferretty eyes. He is at 
present in shirt-sleeves, the dark trousers 
of a suit and gym shoes. In this small 
room, Tutorial Room A, he is standing 
at the table which is set squarely on the 
centre of the carpet. It is rather like a din- 
ing table, of polished mahogany. 

On the highly polished surface is ly- 
ing a girl. An attractive blonde lying on 
her back with arms and legs outstretch- 
ed to the four corners of the top. In this 
supine position her breasts which are full 
and in an upright state thrust firmly for- 
ward, outwards, are now flattened 
though still forming significant peaks, 
pink-capped. This and the fact that she 
is a true blonde, the collar matches the 
cuffs as they say, can be seen because 
she is nude. She is gazing up at the ceil- 


ing whereon is а screen displaying ma- 
jor constellations of stars. The girl is call- 
ed Janet; an Angel Grade Three. 

Mr Liebman is questioning Janet 
regarding the constellations, at intervals 
placing a black mask over her eyes so 
that she answers with the sky unseen. 
When he is not holding the mask to 
Janet’s face Mr Liebman’s hand is bet- 
ween her legs. Stimulating her energy 
flow and thus her memory. Janet may 
imagine that she could concentrate much 
better on the stars if Mr Liebman’s hands 
ee not between her legs stimulating her, 
but this is because she is only an Angel 
Grade Three and has a long way to go, 
good deal to learn. 

All girls in the Organisation have to 
ow their stars. The stars and their mo- 
tions, their all-embracing effect on 
human life and the Energy Flow; all this 
is Central to the science of Astrodynamics 
which of course the great Leader, Mr 
Barnard, has developed. And at a more 
mundane level too, though still highly 
| important, а girl needs (о know her stars 

for navigation — on one of those sea 
| voyages of training and mental 
discovery, or perhaps a night hike across 


he Big Dipper.’ Mr Liebman is 
king his head in some frustration. 
You just don’t seem to be able to get 
at, Janet.’ His hand returns to its place 
een her spread thighs, into that 
slippery-wet fulcrum. Janet’s EQ needs 
eleyating. She moans, and squirms. 
There seems to be plenty of Energy 
Flow, but somwhere there must be a 
К. The spread-out girl grips the edge 
of the table and produces another whin- 
nying gasp. 

Mr Liebman removes his hand and 
reaches into his shirt pocket. A felt-tip 
pen. “What Ill do, Janet, is draw it here, 
on your leg. Then you can study it. OK?” 
He proceeds to make a diagram on 
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Janet’s leg. The area he has chosen is 
high on the inside of one thigh. It is an 
area of high sensitivity. Janet squeals as 
the pen begins its tracery. A tickling, 
tingly feeling and of course...so 
close...to where she has just been so 
achingly: stimulated. Mr Liebman is con- 
centrating on his diagram. It is like draw- 
ing on silky vellum. And perhaps the 
pen, producing its shivery squeals, will 
somehow be able to impart the informa- 
tion directly: a direct flow of informa- 
tion electricity. 

Be that as it may, something else of 
course is needed. The constellation has 
been inked onto Janet’s thigh for her to 
study and commit to memory but 
something else is needed to reinforce the 
message. Something else that will 
stimulate a considerable Energy Flow. 
Janet is well aware that she will get it; 
it is inevitable after incorrect at- 
tempts at the Big Dipper. If Mr Liebman 
hadn’t been doing what he was doing 
with his hand she would probably have 
got it right, so Janet thinks. And as a 
result also of that, with her all shivery 
and shaky and almost on the point of 
coming... Well it will be ten times as bad 
as if she wasn’t in this high energy state. 

But of course a caning is always most 
effective when delivered to a girl in that 
state. Just before she reaches that critical 
point, the highest energy point. Some 
will argue that just after is even better; 
when her EQ has reached the peak and 
is rapidly going into a dip. Zap it right 
up again, only now with... 

The whippy bamboo. 

It is in Mr Liebman’s hand. Janet is 
hauling her shivery nude self off the table 
top. To spread her body again over it, 
only this time standing at the side, her 
upper torso face down. Her nice firm tits 
down, squashed against the polished 
surface. . 

“Stick it ош then, Janet. Give the cane 
a proper chance...’ 


) necessarily lose it, she will gain 
‘the transfer is correctly done. 


the teaching, th 
ics. And now. 
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but then so not infrequently can a Grade 
Two or One. When your EQ has been 
zapped right up the tears can suddenly 
flood out — and also when it is at rock 
bottom. This is not a problem, although 
of course a girl may think it is, especial- 
ly a Grade Three. 

In her room Michelle quickly un- 
dresses. Everything off and then her 
dressing gown on. A glance in the mir- 
ror and a quick brush at her flaxen short- 
cut hair. Michelle’s big blue eyes are not 
red — but who is to say they will not 
shortly be? She puts on a dab of pink 
lipstick: not a lot, nothing tarty of course, 
but Mr Barnard likes a little. Another 
look in the mirror, and a little grimace. 
Even a Grade One can feel those but- 
terflies in her insides. Her heart beats a 
bit faster, Michelle’s EQ is high, 
buoyant. Not at the top, though. Not 
yet... 

Mr Barnard’s bathroom is large and 
resplendant, with a sunken bath and a 
low marble massage table. There is also 
greenery sprouting in all directions, like 
a hothouse. Michelle is familiar with this 
splendid room not only from her 
ministrations to Mr Barnard but also 
because she is allowed, as an Angel 
Grade One, to use this bathroom herself. 
A special privilege. There are of course 
other bathrooms in the house, and also 
a jacuzzi, but Mr Barnard’s bathroom is 
naturally the most splendid. Michelle 
goes to draw the bath, carefully check- 
ing the temperature. Steam rises, for the 


Leader requires it hot. As the bath fills 
Michelle removes her dressing gown and 
hangs it up. Her enticing young body is 
now nude but that of course is how Mr 
Barnard expects a ministering Grade One 
to be in his bathroom. All vibrant pink 
tits and quivering pink bottom-cheeks. 

Quivering and vibrant, Michelle 
reaches in the cupboard to take out bath 
oils, soaps, body pungents. The bath is 
filled. The room is hazy with steam. It 
all seems to be ready. Excellent timing, 
as Mr Barnard now enters. 

His bulky person is also clothed in a 
dressing gown, plus slippers. Closing the 
door he slips open the cord of the gown 
and takes that garment off. He is nude. 
Michelle, big-eyed, steps forward, 
docilely, presenting herself: vibrant, 
nude, trembling. Mr Barnard is...well, 
it is clear his EQ is not now at a low ebb. 
Not at all. Michelle’s presence in the 
back seat of the Daimler has clearly been 
most effective in that regard, also 
perhaps the stimulus of anticipating his 
bathroom pleasure. Mr Barnard, one 
could say, is springingly vibrant. As he 
now clasps the vibrantly nude girl to him. 
She utters a gaspy little sound, a sound 
perhaps of high voltage energy being tap- 
ped from the stars and flowing. She also 
parts her legs. Well... 

But no. It is not that. It is just for the 
moment a clasping: one slim nude form 
by a large and somewhat hairy bear-like 
one. 

After his bear-like greeting the Leader 
descends into his bath. Michelle reaches 
for soap, oils, sponge. Kneeling, pert tits 
pendant, at the Master’s side. This part 
is nothing really to worry about. Rubb- 
ing the soap and oils into the Leader’s 
abundant flesh. Well certainly it is 


nothing to worry about, it is а signal 
honour to provide this intimate service 
for Mr Barnard. And afterwards: the 
massage. Etcetera. Well it is all massage 
really. The flesh stimulated. Yes, all that 
is an honour too. A Grade Three, say, 
who is not yet trained, may have her 
qualms. But that is ignorance, a very in- 
complete knowledge of the ways of the 
stars and their Energy Function. The tap- 
ping of the galaxy’s Energy and its 
transformation... 

Mr Barnard lies supine on the marble 
slab, to the non-initiated eye like some 
stranded whale. Michelle working the 
solid flesh. Pummelling with her small 
hands. Squeezing. Kneading. The 
Leader’s EQ is rising. That is abundant- 
ly evident. The tapped galaxial energy is 
concentrating іп his- generative staff 
which now stands magnificiently upright. 
Purple-headed. It is quivering. An 
unstable situation... 

The Leader pushes himself upright. 
The massive legs come down, feet onto 
the floor. Sitting now on the slab, thighs 
apart. Michelle kneels. Obediently. Her 
heart bumping. Michelle’s own EQ is 
very high. Her soft mouth open. It won’t 
take very long, no time at all. She can 
see that. It won’t take very long for the 
Leader’s EQ to be there, at the top. 


MORNING INSPECTION 


The alarm, a buzzer on the wall, 
abruptly begins its nerve-jangling call. It 
is greeted in the darkness by exclama- 
tions of girlish distress. The buzzer con- 
tinues and it cannot be turned off — at 
least not by the room’s inmates. After 15 
seconds of this awful sound the room 
lights come on. The buzzer continues for 
a further 15 seconds and then there is 
merciful silence. Apart from a groaned 
“Bloody Hell!’ from one of the girls in 
the small bed. From the other there is just 
another unhappy moan! 

The bright light, from which the two 
groaning girls are shielding their eyes, 
reveals a smallish room with two single 
beds, two simple wooden dressers, chairs 
etc. On the two bedside chairs are plac- 
ed, neatly folded, items of uniform 
clothing as worn by members of the In- 
stitute of Astrodynamics’ Angel Brigade: 
vis, navy-blue skirt, shirt, white knee- 
socks, etc. All neatly laid out the 
previous night for the morning which has 
now, with a shock as it always does, du- 
ly arrived. In front of the two chairs are 
likewise neatly placed two pairs of flat- 
heeled black shoes. 

‘Oh Christ!’ This comes from the pret- 
ty lips of one the girls, eyes tightly shut 
and covers pulled up to disclose only her 
face. It is the face of Janet, the blonde 
who yesterday evening was having such 
problems with the Big Dipper. It is Janet 


who has seconds earlier éxclaimed 
‘Bloody Hell!’ Janet as we know is an 
Angel Grade Three. Her companion in 
this room is called Penny. Penny does 
not yet have a grade, she is an Angel Pro- 
bationer. She is new, has only been here 
at Hartfield Hall for three days. And like 
many new recruits, to the Institute of 
Astrodynamics’ Angel Brigade as with 
other organisations, she is at the stage of 
having second thoughts about the wisdom 
of what she has done. Second thoughts 
can especially come with the rude 
awakening of the buzzer at 7.30 in the 
morning. 

‘Get up’ says Janet. There is only 
another distressed groan from Penny 
who likewise has her eyes shut and the 
bedclothes pulled tight up round her face. 
‘If you don’t get up, right away, you 
know what you’ll get,’ advises Grade 
Three Janet, eyes still also closed against 
the stinging light. 

But it is not only Probationer Penny 
who will get it. No. It will be meted out 
to all and sundry who are not standing 
smartly at their beds in ten minutes time, 
— and especially if they should be 
discovered both in one bed, where the 
less experienced girl has crept under the 
other girl’s covers for a little sympathetic 
company in the dark hours of the night. 
Ten minutes to be out and have a pee and 
brush your teeth and have your bed neat- 
ly made and your pyjamas neatly folded 
and be standing at attention...With 


another groan Janet staggers out. Opens 
one eye and with an un-angel-like ex- 
clamation quickly closes it again. She 
grabs the bedclothes and abruptly 
removes them from the cringing Penny. 
“Get up!” she hisses. Janet has finally 
opened both eyes. Her hand reaches out 
again. This time the target is the crotch 
of blonde Penny’s pink pyjamas. Penny 
shrieks as the clutching hand takes hold. 

“Well get up then. Or we’ll both get it.’ 

This is true. As senior girl in the room 
Janet is responsible for both herself and 
her companion. If they are not both in 
spick-and-span order then Janet will get 
it as much as Penny. From Mr Liebman, 
on his Morning Inspection. At 7.40. 
Precisely. 

Precisely. They make it. Just. Well 
hopefully they have, everything is just 
50, as it should be. Standing at attention, 
girlish muscles tensed, quivering slight- 
ly, but no real movement that can be 
complained of. At attention at their beds. 
Nude. Chins up. Backs straight. Tits 
firmly forward. Hair — short-cut 
medium brown and longer, more wavy, 
ash-blonde — neatly brushed; teeth 
brushed. Beds properly made, with py- 
jamas folded under pillows. The neat pile 
of clothes on the chairs of course are still 
there. Part of the inspection. Mr 
Liebman. 

Janet first. She is after all the senior 
girl here. Standing as still as she is able, 
scarcely breathing, as Mr Liebman 
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comes close. Close up in front of her. His 
hand comes up...to play not too serious- 
ly with the pert nipples. 

‘So. Young Janet. Know the Big Dip- 
per now, do we?’ 

‘Y...Yes, Mr Liebman. I....think I 
do.’ 

‘Still got it there, have we?’ His hand 
slides down, to the silky brown bush. 
Taking hold of it. ‘Not washed it off. I 
hope?’ 

‘No!’ A gasping exhalation. ‘No Sir.’ 

“We'll look, shall we? Get on the bed. 
On your back.’ 

Oh Jesus. On her back at an angle (the 
bed is too narrow for Janet to lie across). 
Knees up and legs spread. The Big Dip- 
per is still there. But Mr Liebman’s hand 
seems not desperately interested. It is in- 
terested in something else. A girl’s 
primary site for galaxial energy transfor- 


mation. Не has hold of it. 

“Yes. Well we’ll have another test 
later. If you don’t know it...ah...? Mr 
Liebman seems definitely more іп- 
terested in what his hand is doing. His 
fingers. One finger...has slid right 
т: САНЫ месте 

He finally lets go and tells Janet to 
stand up. At attention again. A cursory 
inspection of her bed. It is now a little 
creased where she has had to lie on it. 
He gives her bare bottom a quick feel. 
Dres... OR 

That is it for Janet. Now Penny. She 
is shaking a bit. She is very new for one 
thing and also has had to watch Janet’s 
going over. Maybe Penny will say she 
wants to resign. If she can pluck up the 
courage. But for the moment forget that. 
Stand straight. Eyes front. Try not to 
blink. Mr Liebman’s face has come very 
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close. Those scary eyes. And... 
Ooooh!...His hand is on her tits. 

“Penny. And how аге we settling in?’ 

‘All right...Mr Liebman. Very nice- 
ly. I think.’ 

There is no mention that she would like 
to resign. That being an Angel is not ex- 
actly what Penny had thought. Not at all 
in fact. That some things really make 
you...want to be anywhere except here 
at Hartfield Hall. Standing here in front 
of Mr Liebman for one thing. With no 
clothes on. With his hand where it is at 
the moment...and, even worse, where 
she knows it will shortly be. But Penny 
doesn’t say ‘Look, I’m going. Leaving.’ 
No. She can’t really see herself saying 
that. And if she does...they wouldn’t let 
her go. Janet said that. Now she knows 
the secrets of Astrodynamics. Or some 
of them. No. ‘Ooooh!’ 

The hand has slid down. 

“Keep still,” Mr Liebman says. “Can't 
you keep still?” 

“No!” she squeals. Squirming and 
shaking. ‘I can’t...’ Not with his hand 
there. 

“Then a lesson is needed, Penny. А girl 
needs some self-control before she can 
start on the meaning of the universe. 
Come on.’ 

Mr Liebman is sitting down on Pen- 
ny’s bed. Janet knows what he is going 
to do. He is going to spank her bottom. 
Penny shortly knows this too, as she is 
pulled down over Mr Liebman’s lap. 
Janet is told she can get dressed and go 
down to breakfast. While Mr Liebman... 

“Come on, Penny. Get further over. 
And open your legs. I don’t want them 
stuck together like that.’ А stinging 
smack accompanies this instruction. 


Continued on Page 42... 
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s a holiday job, Samantha had 
Аз discovered that the 

staff restaurant was quite a 
cushy number. Cushy enough, іп ` 
fact, to encourage her to start taking 
liberties. First a little judicious over- 
charging — the blokes distracted by 
the tanned bare thighs emerging 
from her short uniform — 
deliberately selected, it has to be 
said, by its wearer. 

It was a short step from overcharg- 
ing those she didn’t care for to not 
charging the full price to those who 
took her fancy. The twinkle in her 
eye as she tossed those blonde curls 
off her face appeared to pin some of 
the resort’s male staff to the floor — 
the implied promise of a small 
favour enough to set them salivating. 

The uniform top was taut, too. 
Deliberately so. And the lack of a 
brassiere emphasised Samantha’s 
delicious form. She wasn’t perhaps 
a stunner, but she knew how to 
make the most of what she’d got. 
And she had plenty. The restaurant 
manager had put her on the till ear- 
ly on in the season, reasoning that he 
would get more work out of her that 
way than putting her behind the 
counter to serve meals. 

It took Derek a while longer than 
one might expect to cotton onto the 
fact that Samantha might not be one. 
hundred per cent honest in her till 
declarations. It didn’t show in the 
stock check. She didn’t steal money. 
It was just the inconsistent pricing 
which he discovered as he unrolled 
the paper and scanned the column 
of figures. 

A grim smile spread across his 
face. Picking up the ‘phone, he call- 


ed the catering manageress: 
‘Doreen? Гуе found some rather 
worrying discrepancies in the staff 
restaurant till receipts. Could you 
come over to have a word?’ Best to 
cover himself. He knew Doreen 
would back him up. 

It didn’t take long to convince her 
that Samantha should be severely 
censured and given a final warning. 
The exact specification of ‘severely 
censured’ was left — quite clearly — 
to Derek. The next call was to 
Stephen, resort staff director. 

‘Steve? I’ve nabbed that little 
blonde number on the tills doing a 
soft shoe shuffle with the old keys, 
according to who she’s serving. 
Sometimes overcharging, sometimes 
under. But she doesn’t seem to be 
nicking money, which is a bit 
strange. Could I come and see you?’ 

It was Steve who finally suggested 
that the answer might be a little ‘off- 
the-record’ punishment for Saman- 
tha, a concept of which Derek 
thoroughly approved. 

‘She’s got to agree, of course, and 
sign a disclaimer, but I reckon we 
could provide that young lady with 
something to keep her warm for a 
few hours. A bloody good hiding is 
what she needs, especially with an 
arse like that. Гуе seen her un- 
dulating down the corridor in those 
skintight jeans. Haven’t you?’ 

Derek had to admit he had notic- 
ed too: ‘Skintight Samantha, the 
boys call her!’ he laughed. 

‘Well dear little Skintight is going 
to find out what it’s like to have a 
few layers peeled off, if things go 
how we want them to. Are you on?’ 
Steve smiled, as Derek nodded 


enthusiastically. 

Samantha’s interview in Derek’s 
office later that evening was shorter, 
than he would have liked. She admit- 
ted her offences at once. Just asked 
what would happen to her. Didn’t 
appear surprised to be offered the 
option of what Derek quaintly 
described as a ‘sound thrashing on 
your dishonest bottom,’ and after a 
moment's hesitation agreed that it 
was her best option. 

The time was set for 11 am, after 
breakfast the following morning, in 
Steve’s private apartment: ‘You’d 
better come appropriately dressed, 
Samantha,’ Derek suggested 

helpfully. 
` It should not have been a surprise, 
then, when the girl turned up at 
Steve's door in her uniform, hair 
band, a cut-off serving top designed 
to be worn with a blouse underneath 
and an apron over, and the most 
snug-fitting pair of white cotton 
shorts Derek or Steve had ever seen. 
They appeared to be sprayed on, 
moulding themselves to every 
nuance of her delightful curves as 
she walked into the room. 

She noticed their eyes glued to the 
taut containing fabric: “Well, you 
said something appropriate, Mr 
Jewers! І guessed as І was going to 
get it on the bum I might as well 
wear something which fitted 
properly.’ 

She paused, slightly embarrassed, 
as the men said nothing. 

‘I haven’t got knickers on under 
them, though. Is that all right?’ 

‘Absolutely fine, Samantha,’ con- 
firmed Steve hurriedly, tearing his 
eyes away from the swell of her 
rump. ‘Go into the bedroom, and 
wait there.’ He pointed to the far 
door, and they watched entranced as 
her buttocks softly undulated under 
their cotton skin. A skin which 
would peel off most satisfactorily. 

“Christ, what an arse!’ exclaimed 
Steve. ‘Pity we haven’t got a strap or 
a cane for it, really.’ 

‘But spanking her means the job 
will take that bit longer, Steve, and 
require a high degree of per- 
sonal...er, contact.’ He grinned. ‘OK, 
you get to do this little minx. But I’m 
going to get a strap for the next girl.’ 

Together, they walked to the 
bedroom door, Steve closing it 
behind him as Derek crossed to the 
waiting girl. He noticed that the 
short elasticated top was secured by 
just three studs, and pondered on 
this fact for a moment. 

‘Are you wearing a bra?’ 

‘No, Mr Jewers.’ 

‘I see. Have you been spanked 
before?’ A shake of the head. 

The process of getting Samantha 
lying satisfactorily across his left 
knee as he sat on the edge of the bed 


took Derek а pleasurable few 
minutes, until he decided she was 
correctly positioned. The cotton 
shorts were just that. Short, ending 
at the junction between thigh and 
buttock, the tanned legs stretching 
away to the white high heels now 
digging toe-first into the carpet. 

Derek was a little surprised that 
she hadn't even bothered to read the 
disclaimer form agreeing to be 
punished, signing it with a dismissive 
flourish as if her just desserts were 
of no interest. Had she read the few 
lines of type, she would have seen 
that the spanking would be ad- 
ministered ‘with a severity at the 
complete discretion of the punishing 
official, who may order the removal 
of some or all articles of clothing as 
appropriate.’ 

Frankly, thought Derek, she was 
apparently wearing only four articles 
of clothing in any case. Top, shorts, 
cap and shoes. He would see if he 
could reduce that number to one. 

‘Hands behind your back, Saman- 
tha,’ he ordered, and she lowered 
her head onto the cover, sliding her 
hands round to where he could grip 
them in his left hand. The palm of 
his right hand, in preparation, was 
testing the softness of the target area. 
He slapped it lightly, and it barely 
quivered, contained as it was 
beneath its protecting sheen of stret- 
ched fabric. 

‘Right, my girl,’ Derek warned, 
and brought his hand down with a 
resounding slap onto her right but- 
tock. He was surprised at how much 
it stung his palm, and applied his at- 
tention in turn to her left cheek. 
Again, the sting in his palm seemed 
greater than it should: the effect, he 
concluded, of her shorts. And the 
fact that Samantha did not seem un- 
duly perturbed by the assault on her 
rear end made the decision swifter 
than it might have been. 

‘Undo your shorts, they’re coming 
down.’ There was the beginning of 
a protest, but her hand went beneath 
and flicked the stud apart, tugged the 
zipper down, until the waistband 
was slack enough to permit the en- 
try of Derek’s fingers and the 
downward passage of the material, 
baring those twin magnificent 
mounds for the first time. Neither 
man was surprised to notice the 
absence of a bikini line: Samantha 
struck one as the sort of girl who, if 
she didn’t sunbathe nude, certainly 
went into the solarium stark naked. 

Derek pulled the shorts down 
clear of her cheeks, to rest obstinate- 
ly at mid-thigh. The first smack on 
her now bare posterior was harder 
than before, and he was rewarded 
with a crisp ‘Smacckkk!’ and a high 
yelp from the recumbent girl: 
‘Oww! 


‘That’s better!’ acknowledged 
Steve. 

Derek laid into the naked target 
with a will, the sharp explosive 
crack of flesh on flesh and the fran- 
tic wriggling of the recipient 
evidence of the effectiveness of his 
work. 

Samantha’s leg kicked up sudden- 
ly, the heel of her shoe almost cat- 
ching him a glancing blow on the 
temple. Swiftly, he crossed his free 
right leg over the backs of her thighs 
to secure further struggling while he 
continued the barrage of slaps, the 
smooth cream turning already to an 
angry red. 

Samantha began to slide to the 
floor, and finally Derek allowed her 
to slump onto her knees. 

‘Get up,’ he snapped, grabbing her 
wrists and pulling her forward over 
the steadying knee he had propped 
onto the bed. 

“Hands behind again.’ There was 
the pop of one, perhaps two studs 
in her top giving way under the 
strain of containing their freely 
suspended cargo. Her shorts now 
round her ankles, Samantha was in 
danger of stripping completely as the 
spanking continued remorselessly. 

Steve could confirm the evidence 
of the exploding poppers as he 
glimpsed her swaying breasts, her 
head turned, craning to see if he was 
still watching. He was. 

“Over the end of the bed, Derek, 
I think’ he suggested. 

‘Lie over the end,’ ordered Derek, 
his position decidedly uncomfor- 
table with the girl struggling as she 
was. She slumped willingly onto the 
cover. He pinioned her wrists 
together and slapped first one red 
cheek, then the other, the smarting 
in his palm urging him on to addi- 
tional chastisement as he appreciated 
how the spanking was now taking 
effect. 

“That's bloody hurting!’ yelled 
Samantha in pointless protest. 

“That's enough, for Christ's sake!” 

ГІ decide when it’s enough, my 
girl.’ 

Samantha rolled half onto her side 
and was rewarded with a sharp slap 
across the back of her thigh: 
‘Owww!’ 

Struggling further up the bed, her 
rolling exposed first one perfectly 
proportioned breast, then the other, 
until she was all but naked. Derek, 
however, was not to be distracted ' 
from the task in hand and continued 
to apply the palm of his hand to 
spectacular effect, aiming at 
whatever expanse of thigh or bot- 
tom was most convenient as Saman- 
tha writhed across the coverlet. 

Writhed quite erotically, Steve 
mused with a delighted smile. But 
the yells were getting a little too loud 


for comfort, despite his apartment’s 
distance from the main buildings. 
Time to draw proceedings to a close. 

Derek, though, had managed to 
contain the slithering form and had 
her back over.the end of the bed for 
a final burst of smacks which left her 
blubberingly subdued, kneeling on 
the carpet clasping her abused but- 
tocks gingerly. 

‘You were right, Derek. A spank- 
ing does take a great deal longer and 
allows a great deal more physical 
contact than the strap!’ 


‘I’m bloody knackered,’ his friend 
admitted, the gleam of sweat across 
his face evidence if it were required 
of his sterling exertions. 

‘Anything to say, Samantha?’ ask- 
ed Steve softly. 

‘It bloody well hurt!’ she repeated. 

‘I thought that was the idea?’ 

‘But not that bloody hard. How 
am I supposed to work at lunchtime 
with a bruised bum?’ 

‘Oh that’s no problem. Derek’s 
rostered you off for the rest of the 
day,’ Steve laughed. ‘Plenty of time 


to recover!’ 

‘I suggest a cold bath, Samantha. 
Works wonders on sports injuries.’ 

‘Well, Гуе certainly been a bloody 
sport today,’ she mumbled bitterly, 
buttoning her top together and 
reaching for the shorts which would 
prove to be agonising in their 
replacement. 

‘Yes, it was good 
whispered Derek. 

‘Next please,’ hissed Steve, barely 
suppressing a giggle. 


sport,’ 


гасеу Jones was young апа рге!- 
| ty, just nineteen years of age. She 
was standing in the centre 
of the room wearing just a pretty and 
very brief undie set. Her firm young 
breasts pressed outwards against the lit- 
tle bra-top, the hint of a dark-pink nip- 
ple protruding above the thin fabric. Her 
knickers stretched tautly across the girl’s 
firm round bottom. Little darkish curls 
peeped out from behind the narrowest 
band of material at the very top of her 
long slim legs. Tracey felt very uneasy, 
standing there in front of her employer. 
Knowing that she was in the wrong. 
Realising that Mr Williams could throw 
her out, and report her to the police. 

Conrad Williams sat down. ‘That was 
your very last chance, young lady.’ He 
raised his arm and pointed through the 
open doorway. ‘The front door, Tracy. 
You may leave...now.’ The girl glanc- 
ed along the direction of her employer’s 
gesture and then shook her head. ‘No. 
Mr Williams. Please, Mr Williams. I’m 
sorry...” The man remained silent, listen- 
ing to the girl as she pleaded with him. 
‘Please. I won’t do it again, honest I 
won’t. Please, I need my job...Oh please 
don’t...’ Williams waited as she offered 
her petitions. Yes. She was dishonest. He 
had caught her smuggling the garment 
out of the factory, hidden inside her own 
coat. And that hadn’t been the first time, 
either. 

He signalled to her to step nearer, so 
that her bare feet were no further than 
inches away from his chair. ‘Now you 
are a dishonest and despicable young 
lady, aren’t you?’ Tracy nodded, her 
deep pink blush spreading across her 
pretty face. ‘And what arrangement did 
we come to, when you last stole from 
me?’ The blush grew deeper. Last time, 
he had put her across his knee, her skirt 
folded back, well above her waist, and 
he had smacked her knickered bottom. 
The memory of that incident had lingered 
with her. The awful embarrassment of 
her employer doing such a thing. Tugg- 
ing her little white knickers right up as 
tight as he could so that most of her bot- 
tom was bared. And that awful long 
smacking which had her pleading with 


him, well before it was over. 
‘I smacked you, didn’t I?’ 
She nodded. ‘I smacked your bottom.’ 
He reached forward and patted the 
seat of her knickers with one slightly 
curved palm. 
“But it doesn’t seem to have worked, 
does it?’ Again he waited, until Tracey 
signalled her agreement. Obviously, a 
smacking was not enough to correct 
young Tracey’s behaviour. ‘These don’t 
belong to you, do they?” He was tugg- 
ing at her pants again. ‘They fit you very 
well. You took the trouble to steal the 
right size, didn’t you? But if they don’t 
belong to you.’ Conrad Williams stood 
up. ‘So is it punishment from me, or a 
visit to the police?’ She whispered her 
reply, but the man heard each word quite 
clearly. ‘You punish me, Mr Williams, 
please...’ 

He told her to face the doorway so that 
her firm round bottom cheeks, only part- 
ly covered by the knickers, faced towards 
him. ‘Now touch your toes.’ Slowly, 
reluctantly, Tracey bent forwards, her 
arms stretched outwards and downwards 
until her fingers touched her bare toes, 
her clean healthy hair falling forward to 
hide her face. Williams stared at her bot- 
tom, the knicker fabric now tightened 
across her rump, and noted the ample 
firmness of the flesh which escaped 
either side of the thin triangle of material. 
A cane across those tightly-contoured 
bottom cheeks would teach her a lesson. 
Half a dozen of the whippiest stinging 
strokes he could administer. She’d think 
twice before stealing again from her 
employer. That’s after she had ceased the 
inevitable war dance and the yelling and 
sobbing. But that would be too easy. 
Young Tracey would certainly feel the 
impact of the cane. It would do her good. 
But somehow, it would be a very imper- 
sonal punishment. Williams knew that 
this punishment needed to be an intimate 
event. There was nothing very intimate 
about a young girl standing in pretty bra 
and knickers. After all, William’s fac- 
tory made them. This time, her punish- 
ment would have to be very different. He 
was a little tired of the cheeky young girl, 
with nipples that almost peeped out at 
him above her bra, and dark secrets and 
little brown curls which only just manag- 
ed to stay hidden behind those pants. And 
a bottom which richly deserved the most 
severe tanning he could imagine. And 
Conrad’s imagination was pretty wild at 
times. 


Conrad Williams was a shrewd and ex- 
perienced man. He had many young 
women working on his production line. 
Day by day, he watched them, and listen- 
ed to their conversations. And he knew 
that a girl who appeared to enjoy flaun- 
ting her body was often the most shy of 
all the females іп а group. Yes. They en- 
joyed displaying a little cleavage, or a 
hint of bottom cheek, but if someone ac- 
tually made them take their bra right off, 
or suggested that they needed a good 
sound smacking right across their bare 
bottom, with their little knickers taken 
right off... The very same self-confident 
little minx would almost die of 
embarrassment! 

Tracey was still straining to touch her 
toes. ‘Alright. Get up, and stand still...’ 
She turned round once again, brushing 
the tangle of her hair away from her face. 
“Ав those garments are stolen property, 
young lady...My stolen property... You 
have no right to wear them, have you?’ 
Her face a bright crimson, the girl shook 
her head. ‘Perhaps I ought to drive you 
back to the factory, Tracey. Convene the 
Board of Directors. And then make you 
take off your stolen knickers, in front of 
them?’ The girl gave a quiet sob. ‘Oh 
please, Mr Williams. Please...just punish 
me here, Mr Williams...I’ll do 
anything...honest I will...’ 

He ran his index finger down between 
the girl’s breasts, and hooked it around 
the narrow centre band of the minute gar- 
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ment, pulling it away from her body. 
‘Come with me, young lady.’ She 
scampered along, trying to keep close to 
him, fearful that the flimsy bra-top would 
rip with the strain of his tugging. He 
marched her along the hallway and up the 
staircase. Half way up, both bobbing 
breasts fell free of the bra, as he con- 
tinued to tug at the front strap. As she 
climbed the stairs, Tracey’s pretty tits 
swung from side to side. Frantically, she 
tried to push them back up. Finally, he 
stopped, and ushered her into a small 
plain bedroom. He released his grip, 
quietly pleased that his fabric design 
stood up to so much stress! Blushing 
frantically, Tracey pushed her breasts 
back behind the material. 

Williams turned to the bedside cabinet, 
and withdrew a set of large plain han- 
dkerchiefs. He looked at her. ‘My 
punishment?’ he asked again, reminding 
her of her promise. “Your punish- 
ment...please...’ she replied, in a quiet 
faltering voice. He told her to put her 
hands on her head. She stood, quiet and 
still, her feet together, her hands clutch- 
ed together nervously at the back of her 
head, watching her employer. 

Williams took two of the handker- 
chiefs, and knotted them together, and 
then added a third. He held them up, his 
fingers holding the diagonal ends of the 
material, so that the handkerchiefs fell 
naturally into a string of three large 
triangles. He slipped them around the 
girl’s neck, as if fastening a necklace 
around her pretty shoulders. Quickly, the 
two ends were tied together behind her 
neck, the material was adjusted, and 
Tracey found herself wearing two plain 
triangles of material which fell loosely 
over the protruberances of her breasts. 
“Апа now I’d better retrieve my proper- 
ty, young lady.’ He turned her slightly, 
so that he could reach the fastening of her 
bra. He loosened it, and the bra fell away 
from her breasts, into his hand. ‘Don’t 
move, young lady.’ She froze. The 
triangles formed by the handkerchiefs 
falling down over her bared breasts, pro- 
tecting them from his gaze. 

The man rummaged about in the bed- 
side drawer again, and found the two 
largest remaining handkerchiefs. Again, 
he knotted them together, and then slip- 
ped them around her slim waist, so that 
one triangle fell forward, hiding her 
pubic mound, the other lying draped over 
the roundness of her bottom. ‘And now 
your pants, young lady.’ He slipped his 
fingers beneath the handkerchiefs and 
tugged the little knickers down over her 
hips. As they reached her thighs, they fell 
free, and landed in a little tangle at her 
feet. ‘Please hand them to me.’ He held 
out his hand. Tracey bent forwards to 
retrieve her little pants. Williams watch- 
ed, as the two triangles covering her 
breasts fell forward, and her pretty tits 
dangled free. And the one small triangle 
of loose fabrie now covering her bottom 
tapered away revealing the plump lower 
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curves of Tracey’s 
bottom in all their 
bare enticing glory. She 
fumbled as she placed the 
tangled pants in his hands. 

“Hands back on your head, 
young lady. And listen to me, 
carefully...” Williams sat down on 
the edge of the bed. 

Just a few feet away stood a pretty 
young woman, waiting to be punished. 
She looked incredibly appealing, stan- 
ding there, covered in just three flimsy 
triangles. 

From under the bed. Williams drew 
out his cane. He watched Tracey’s eyes 
widen with fear as she realised its length. 
He flexed it between his hands, letting 
her see that it was also very supple, 
perfect for wrapping around the curvy 
contours of the little minx’s bottom. He 
lifted it, and with its tip, lifted the flap 
of triangle covering Tracey’s left breast. 
He admired the pert little nipple which 
he unveiled. He let the handkerchief drop 
back again and then inspected the girl’s 
other breast. ‘I’m going to cane you, 
Tracey...’ She responded with another 
quiet sob. He told her to turn sideways, 
and then, again with the tip of the cane, 
he raised the triangle of material which 
was almost covering her bottom. He ab- 
sorbed its pink roundness, and the dark 
cleft, and the soft curves of her lower 
cheeks. ‘Has this pretty bottom of yours 
ever been caned before?’ She shook her 
head. He let the handkerchief drop back. 
‘I think we are being a little too modest, 
young lady.’ He dropped the cane onto 
the bedspread and stood up, turning the 
girl so that he could adjust the knot 
behind her neck. He pulled up the two 
ends of the triangles until the tips of the 
material only just covered her nipples, 
leaving her breasts exposed. The knot re- 
tightened, he adjusted the two handker- 
chiefs knotted around her waist, draw- 
ing them tighter so that they were raised 
an inch or two above her waist, until the 
tip of the front triangle just failed to cover 
her neat little triangle of dark hairs, and 
the one at the back left her bottom almost 
completely bare. ‘That’s better,’ he said, 
almost to himself. ‘Much better.’ 

He led her to the foot of the small bed 
and told her to bend forward keeping her 
long legs as straight as she could. Tracey 
placed the palms of her hands against the 
bedspread to support herself. The two 
triangles over her breasts again fell for- 
ward, revealing the full roundness of the 
girl’s well-developed breasts. Cane in 
hane, Williams waited as she positioned 
herself, her bare feet slightly parted, her 
bottom protruding at the ideal angle to 
receive its punishment. He tapped the 
stick against the lower curve of one 
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fleshy bottom cheek. ‘Are you ready, 
young lady?’ Tracey responded with a 
little quiet whimper. In her bent-over 
position, the handkerchief tied over 
Tracey’s bottom failed to cover anything. 
Her bottom, from the dimple in the small 
of her back, right down to the crease bet- 
ween her buttocks and her thighs, was 
totally bare. 

He gave her the first stroke of his cane, 
and she yelled as the stick bit across the 
full width of both cheeks. She jumped 
up, the triangles falling forward again. 
He bent her forwards again. The second 
stroke fell, and a second line of bright 
red lines appeared directly beneath the 
first set, traversing Tracey’s bottom. 
Again, the girl jumped up, with a loud 


yell, clasping her bottom. ‘Alright. So 
ме” do it the hard way, young lady.’ 


He made her turn over so that she was 
lying on her back on the bed. He grasped 
her slim ankles and raised her legs aloft. 
Neither little triangle around her waist 
could offer any protection now. In fact, 
young Tracey was now displaying some 
very pretty charms. He held her tightly 
in his left hand, her long slim legs well 
elevated, lifting her bottom curves well 
away from the bedspread. And then he 
caned her again, and again. She tried to 
wriggle away from him, twisting her 
body as best she could. But apart from 
offering her employer a slightly new 
view of her feminine charms, Tracey 
achieved little more. However she tried 
to move, her bare bottom remained in the 
firing line. Conrad Williams allowed 
himself to be only a little distracted from 
his task by her gyrations. It was only 
after nine firm stinging strokes had land- 
ed all over the young lady’s bottom 
cheeks that Williams released his grip of 
her ankles, and allowed the cane to fall 
from his grasp. . 

Tracey kept her legs aloft. She 
discovered that by waving her legs about, 
and keeping her body-weight off her bot- 
tom she could at least dissipate some of 
the cane’s infernal sting. She no longer 
cared that the man was watching her, in- 
tently. She just closed her eyes, yelled 
loudly, and waved her legs about with 
remarkable vigour. He left her alone for 
a while. “ГІ call you down when I want 
you,’ he told her, as he closed the 


bedroom door, and left Tracey to her 
quiet sobbing. 

Williams smiled to himself, as she 
entered the lounge. Quite naturally, she 
still looked a little flustered. Any girl 
would, having just received her first 
bare-bottomed caning. But she had re- 
adjusted her little triangles again, attemp- 
ting to cover her breasts, and her pubic 
area. He was amused to discover, as she 
turned sideways on, that she hadn’t wor- 
ried about the handkerchief which 
covered her bottom. Her cheeks, still 
sporting the set of parallel red tramlines, 
were still totally naked. Perhaps even the 
gentle caress of a linen handkerchief 
would be too much for her to cope with 
against her punished backside. 

He sat back on the settee and patted his 
knee. She tried to object, but he remind- 
ed her of her promise, and the conse- 
quences, should he feel the need to call 
in the authorities...With a little whimper 
of resignation, Tracey fell forward across 
his lap, hiding her head in her arms, her 
legs stretched out over the remainder of 
the settee her bare feet digging into a side 
cushion. Quickly, but without any show 
of undue haste, Williams unknotted the 
handkerchiefs which had served as a 
flimsy bra. He drew them away from 
under her body. Next, he flipped up the 
remaining triangle which rested over the 
upper part of the girl’s bottom. He 
smoothed the palm of his hand over the 
slight ridges raised by his cane, and she 
jumped and flinched as he touched each 
sensitive red line. He crossed his legs, 
thus elevating her bottom to an even 
higher plane. ‘I think a final sound hand 
smacking, young lady, and you should 
have learnt your lesson...’ He pulled at 
the band of linen still wrapped around the 
girl’s waist, and the handkerchief came 
away in his hand. She was naked now, 
a big grown-up nineteen year old girl, ly- 
ing upturned across his knee. She was a 
thief. And he still had to complete her 
punishment. 

Williams slapped her soundly, his 
palm falling loudly and painfully across 
the cane-marks. Tracey’s bottom wobbl- 
ed and flinched as he smacked her, and 
she began to sob again, in between urgent 
cries of pain and protest. Once again, her 
long legs waved frantically, and kicked 
against the settee cushions. But the 
smacking continued until the cane marks 
became merged in the all-over crimson 
of a well-smacked bottom. 

He stood her up. It didn’t seem to mat- 
ter to Tracey now, that she was naked. 
He told her she could get dressed at last. 
A little later, and slightly more compos- 
ed, she went home. ‘Tomorrow evening, 
I shall require you to attend my office. 
Half past six, young lady. And don’t be 
late.’ She promised she’d be there. “Oh. 
And on your way, Tracey...’ He had one 
last order to give her. She turned at the 
front gate and waited. ‘On your way to 
my office, go to the stores and draw out 
five large mens handkerchiefs, please.’ 
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Astrodynamics continued from page 20... 


FALLEN ANGEL 


Penny is perhaps wise to keep her 
doubts to herself. Girls do occasionally 
voice such doubts, or even claim they 
wish to resign from the Angel Brigade. 
When this happens action has to be firm 
and decisive. What has happened is that 
there has been some sort of blockage of 
Energy Flow, the girl’s Personality Fac- 
tor, her PF, has not made the right con- 
junctions. This in turn may result from 
some bad experience, Bad Vibes, in the 
past. Whatever the situation immediate 
positive action is needed. Any request to 
leave can certainly not be acceeded to, 
that would be the worst thing for the 
Angel herself, a Negative which would 
leave her at the mercy of her Bad Vibes 
and with no hope of correcting her PF. 
She will not be allowed to leave; instead 
she will be taken in hand, given a special 
intensified course of study. As for in- 


stance Cheryl. 

Cheryl is a Grade Two. It is somewhat 
rare for a Grade One or Grade Two to 
have this problem; when it happens it is 
usually a Probationer or less frequently 
a Grade Three. By the time an Angel has 
been elevated to Grade Two she should 
be well trained and directed, Energy 
Flow good, everything Positive. But 
sometimes there can be a fault which has 
gone undetected, some Bad Vibes which 
only now will surface to start producing 
Negatives. Cheryl has a day ago had a 
crisis: something with Mr Liebman. A 
refusal in a certain energy transfer situa- 
tion. A new experience which she was 
being brought to and somehow a refusal 
and suddenly things were boiling over. 
Tears of course are not unknown, even 
for Grade Ones, but this went further 
than mere tears. Tantrums. Wild accusa- 
tions. General uncontrolled behaviour. 

Cheryl is at present confined to one of 
the small Tranquility Rooms on the top 
floor — except when she is taken out for 
training etc which needs to be conducted 
elsewhere. A tranquility Room is mere- 
ly a little single bedroom furnished with 
the bare essentials and with a good lock 
on the door. At least that is all it seems 
to the occupant, but there are in fact a 
couple of hidden spyholes in the walls 
through which her behaviour can be 
observed. To facilitate this the room re- 
mains lit, though with a moderately 
dimmed light, throughout the night. 
These measures are of course for the 
doubting Angel’s own benefit. Her 
behavioural patterns when she thinks she 
is unseen will greatly aid elucidation of 
her problem and then recovery. 

Elucidation and recovery are also aid- 
ed by, for instance, the cane. That instru- 
ment is now at 7.45 this morning being 
energetically applied to Cheryl’s bare 
bottom. ‘Tranquility’ clearly does not 
describe Cheryl’s lot at this moment: that 
descriptive is intended rather to signify 
those periods of quiet, solitary con- 
templation which should generally take 
place here. But not all the time; a doub- 
ting Angel certainly needs to feel the 
cane. Vigorously applied. 

First thing in the morning and last 
thing at night as a bare minimum. Cheryl 
of course is also wearing the bare 
minimum. Nothing, that is. 

Lying face down over the foot of the 
bed. Legs spread as instructed. So that 
the cane can reach not only the sweetly 
rounded cheeks of her bottom but also, 
by dextrous application, the oh-so- 
sensitive inner thighs. Excruciating! But 
of course just what a doubting Angel 
needs to clear her mind. 

The cane is being thus dexterously 
handled by Mr Mountling who is another 
lieutenant of Mr Barnard. Third in the 
hierachy and the only Englishman but 
that does not mean he canes more or less 
severely than those other two gentlemen. 
Or anything else. Mr Mountling like the 
Leader himself and Mr Liebman seeks 


to explore all avenues and byways of 
Energy Flow with Angels. Caning of 
course and all the others. That problem 
that Cheryl had, that baulking, as a 
young horse may baulk when faced with 
what looks like a difficult and unpleasant 
fence, it is not going to go away. Cheryl 
will have to face that fence again, and 
not only with Mr Liebman in the saddle 
as it were but with Mr Barnard and Mr 
Mountling up. A girl must become adept 
at engaging in Energy Flow in all its 
forms and situations. Chery] will have to 
face that. Right now though it is only the 
cane that occupies her mind. An Energy 
Flow situation that she has maybe 
become somewhat accustomed to but 
cannot yet learn to accept. But still, even 
Grade Ones don’t actually like it. 


‘Aaaooowwwhhh!... Eeeooofff!... 

Desperate spluttering gasps and cries 
erupt from the trembling-lipped mouth. 
Counterpointed by the crisply thudding 
sound of springy but solid bamboo im- 
pacting on silky soft flesh. 

The caning does eventually come to an 
end, after what no doubt seems like an 
eternity to the distressed recipient. The 
cane abandoned, Mr Mountling seats 
himself on the side of the bed. Cheryl’s 
slim body is making little jerky 
movements which have their origin in 
convulsive sobs into the bedcover. The 
twitching bottom, and the thighs, bear 
bright red stripes. Quite a lot. 

Mr Mountling makes sympathetic 
sounds. In a soft and caring voice he 
reminds the whimpering Angel that what 


she has suffered is very much for her 
own good. It will help drive out all those 
Bad Vibes that have got her into her con- 
fused state. Cheryl understands that, 
doesn’t she? 

What Cheryl understands is that if she 
makes any show of defiance, of attemp- 
ted independence, if she does not show 
abject agreement in fact, she will get 
more of the same. A caning can go on 
for as long as it takes for this simple truth 
to sink in. Cheryl knows this because it 
was made clear to her, in practical 
demonstration, yesterday. 

“Mmmmmnnnggghhh....” 

It is not а sound of defiance or 
disagreement. Cheryl, it seems, is lear- 
ning that lesson. Mr Mountling strokes 
the shivering bottom. ‘That’s a sensible 


girl.’ Patting it. “Very sensible. Get your 
legs open a bit wider...Come on.’ Help- 
ing her. ‘That’s better.’ 

The long slim legs have, with Mr 
Mountling’s assistance, rather clumsily 
parted wider. Clumsily because Cheryl 
does not seem to have a lot of control 
over legs or anything else. Mr Mountl- 
ing strokes a silky inner thigh. High up, 
next to where a girl’s thighs start, and 
down in between, where the cane has not’ 
reached. A most sensitive area, hot and 
moist. Slightly slippery with something: 
emanations from sweat glands perhaps, 
activated by shock, fear, etc. Further up 
Cheryl is even more hot, and slippery. 
The prime Energy Flow site. Mr Mountl- 
ing’s hand is at work as, soothingly, he 
talks of Bad Vibes and PF. Of galaxial 
conjunctions. Of Energy Flow and EQ. 

Cheryl’s EQ is rapidly rising again as 
a result of the hand. Her EQ has been 
high from the zippy impact of the cane, 
then a bit of a dip when that stopped com- 
ing down. Now Mr Mountling has got 
it zapping right up again. It is that hand 
that Cheryl’s mind is on rather than what 
Mr Mountling is saying. Well she can’t 
help it: with her blood pounding and her 
hips ‘now writhing (once more) it is im- 
possible...to concentrate on the words. 

What Mr Mountling is saying is now 
more specific. No longer the generalities 
of galaxial energy, it is quite specific. To 
the effect that now, before Cheryl has 
breakfast, she is to be taken outside for 


some lung-searing exercise. Running 
round the grounds hard for 20 minutes. 
In just a T-top and gym shoes. She is go- 
ing to be taken out now. Well not exact- 
ly now, this second. As soon as Mr 
Mountling has finished his present 
Energy Flow exercise is what he means. 


AFTERNOON TRAINING 


A sunny and quite mild November 
afternoon. Days in November in 
southern England can of course be pret- 
ty nasty (come to that days in July and 
August can too) so the pleasant weather 
is very welcome if you have to be out- 
side engaged in exercise, training. Mr 
Barnard, or one of his deputies, may at 
times decree that afternoon training must 
go ahead outside even though there is a 
thunderstorm or a howling gale. 
Sometimes. Of course they don’t par- 
ticularly like unpleasant weather 
themselves but they can wrap up snug in 
woolly jumpers, comprehensive water- 
proofs, etc, standing quite dry under 
large and colourful umbrellas. The 
Angels naturally do not have such pro- 
tection. The Angels are after all engag- 
ing in training. Unpleasant weather can 
be good for character, also freedom of 
limb movement is essential. 

The training outfit may vary, depen- 
ding on the training exercise — and also 
on the whim of the instructor. It may for 
instance be the uniform shirt and brief 
skirt with knee-socks and gym shoes. It 
may be just that: i.e. no knickers or bra. 
This is most frequently the case when Mr 
Liebman is taking training: he seems to 
prefer no knickers. Greater freedom of 
movement, he says. Or it may be only 
a T-shirt that is specified; i.e. with no 
skirt. Again Mr Liebman is likely to say 
no knickers either, though with Mr Bar- 
nard or Mr Mountling knickers will pro- 
bably be allowed. 

If the exercise includes swimming in 
the river then, regardless of who is in 
charge, it is likely to be in the nude, 
though here again Mr Barnard may 
sometimes say that brief knickers (only) 
may be worn. There is a lurking fear 
amongst the Angels that their swimming 
can be observed from the opposite bank 
where people sometimes walk. It is not 
the actual swimming so much because 
from a distance only a girl’s head will 
be seen, but getting in and out. Either in 
the nude or in just a pair of skimpy, semi- 
transparent (and completely transparent 
once they are wet) knickers. Being nude 
or virtually so at Hartfield Hall is one 
thing but being observed in that state by 
strangers is something else. 

At this time of year of course there is 
another thing to think about as regards 
swimming. The temperature of the water. 
Freezing! The very thought can make 
your blood run cold. You are not kept 
in all that long, Mr Barnard presumably 
doesn’t want his Angels coming down 
with pneumonia, but all the 


same...Afterwards of course there is а 
hot bath — and very likely when you 
come out of the hot bath all tingly and 
glowing, something else, an Energy 
Flow exercise that will zap your EQ right 
up again. But even so... 

At this moment, though, this after- 
noon, swimming in the river is only a 
nasty thought in girls’ minds. There may 
not be swimming today. It is not always 
on the schedule, but there is no way of 
predicting. It is merely at the whim of 
whoever is taking training. This after- 
noon it is Mr Liebman and Mr Mountl- 
ing. Mr Barnard is here at Headquarters 
but busy inside, perhaps writing another 
lecture. Mr Liebman and Mr Mountling 
are taking training and it is semaphore 
at the moment. Semaphore is a very 
valuable, indeed essential skill when you 
are on board ship, also out in the coun- 
try on a hike, etc. It is additionally an 
excellent mental and physical discipline 
in itself. Girls therefore have to be pro- 
ficient and semaphore practice is fre- 
quently scheduled. 

Angels are out in the grounds, here and 
there. Some are up in trees. Michelle is 
on the deck of the houseboat, The Astro. 
Girls are semaphoring to each other in 
pairs, with the two instructors going 
round checking. Any shortcomings — 
either actual errors or for instance letters 
sloppily displayed — are dealt with by 
on-the-spot ‘reminders’. Each instructor 
has a rattan cane in his hand. 

The Angels are today in their uniform 
dress of navy shirt and brief skirt with 
the white knee-socks and gym shoes. 
They are not wearing knickers under 
their skirts which of course makes the 
handing out of ‘reminders’ that much 
more straightforward in that there are no 
knickers to take down. Reminders may 
take the form of a quick and vigorous 
caning or in some cases the lesser 
‘reminder’ of a bare bottom spanking. 
Cheryl is out here doing semaphore with 
the rest; being at the moment in disgrace 
does not preclude her from taking part 
in training. The fact that Cheryl is in 
disgrace, though, is clear to all: she is 
wearing only her shirt with no skirt and 
moreover her Grade Two badge has been 
removed from the shirt. A little humilia- 
tion in front of her fellow Angels is all 
part of her treatment, and it will also 
serve to encourage — or rather deter — 
any other would-be doubters. 

As might be expected Cheryl is һау- 
ing an especially hard time of it, the two 
men looking for the tiniest fault in her 
performance as an excuse for constant 
‘reminders’. Another one who is having 
something of a hard time, from Mr Lieb- 
man at least, is, perhaps surprisingly, 
Michelle. In spite of being a Grade One 
and that high honour yesterday. 
Michelle’s semaphoring is correct and 
smart but Mr Liebman still manages to 
find fault. , 

It is not in fact the semaphore but is 
that honour yesterday. Angels who are 


given a special public appearance like 
that can sometimes let it go to their 
heads. Or at least they might do. There 
is no sign that this is the case with 
Michelle but Mr Liebman wants to make 
sure. In the space of half an hour he 
manages to give Michelle two hard can- 
ings (no question of a mere spanking) for 
in effect nothing at all. Partly because it 
seems so unfair, and also of course the 
very real pain of a hard caning, Michelle 
has been in tears both times. 

Semaphore has been going on for 
about an hour now. Very probably there 
will be a different exercise shortly. It 
could be a hard run round the grounds, 
or a session of gymnastic exercises. Or 
rope and rigging climbing in the practice 
area behind the house. Or it could be of 
course...a very nasty cold dip in the 
river. An invigorating dip as Mr Mountl- 
ing and Mr Liebman will undoubtedly 
say if they have decided on it. It is 
Wednesday and there has not been a 
swimming session all this week. Which 
makes it definitely on the cards. The 
thought looms in every Angel’s mind: 
stripped off on the landing jetty and hav- 
ing to jump in...with probably Mr Lieb- 
man’s cane to help steel you to it. It is 
a horrible and distracting thought. It can 
distract you from concentration on your 
semaphore, causing simple mistakes. So 
that at the moment canings are coming 
pretty regularly. 


However... 

What Mr Liebman says in a little 
while, after blowing his whistle and 
gathering them all together, is: “Right. 
That will do for that. Some of you are 
getting a bit slack. Now we’ll finish up 
with a brisk run and you сап go іп.” 

What a relief! But Mr Liebman has not 
finished. ‘Except for Cheryl who is go- 
ing to do some swimming instead. 
And...I think a Grade One to accompany 
her. Yes...Michelle. You'd like that, 
wouldn’t you, Michelle dear?’ 


A TRIP ON THE RIVER 


A training expedition on The Astro. Up 
the river this afternoon and then return- 
ing tomorrow. The Astro will moor over- 
night on a stretch of bank about five 
miles up that is owned by the Organisa- 
tion and some members of the party will 
sleep on board while others will camp 
ashore. The ones camping will be Mr 
Barnard and Cheryl. The Leader wishes 
to check how that little problem she had, 
those Bad Vibes, is responding to treat- 
ment. Cheryl has had three days now of 
the Tranquility Room plus scheduled ex- 
tra exercises and does seem to be getting 
over the problem. Seeing the True Astral 
Light of Astrodynamics again. Mr 
Mountling who has been mostly dealing 
with her thinks she is responding well. 
A lot more Positives now. A night with 
her under canvas, in the close intimacy 
of a double sleeping bag, should enable 
the Leader to see for himself. This is one 
main reason for the expedition, though 
trips on the river are always good for 
girls, excellent training for when they go 
to sea in The Astrodynamo. 

Mr Barnard will be accompanied by 
Mr Mountling and there will be a party 
of six Angels with Angel Grade One, 
Michelle leading. Michelle has just about 
got over that business yesterday when Mr 
Liebman was picking on her for no 
reason, with the cane and then making 
her get in the icy water when all the 
others except the disgraced Cheryl were 
let off. In the bathroom afterwards Mr 
Liebman told Michelle why it was — so 
that she didn’t get conceited. Michelle 
didn’t think that was a very good reason, 
or very fair either, bui naturally she 
didn’t say so. An Angel didn’t argue but 
meekly accepted whatever she was told. 

“Yes, Mr Liebman. It is a temptation, 
I сап see that. But ГИ really fight against 
it. Thank you.’ That was a Positive thing 
to say — but wasn’t it really a Negative 
if you didn’t strictly believe it? 

Anyway right after that, after 
Michelle’s bath, Mr Liebman had her up 
on the massage table and engaged her in 
an Energy Flow exercise. Michelle 
didn’t really feel like co-operating fully 
but that of course would definitely be a 
Negative and she thrust the thought out 
of her mind. Afterwards Mr Liebman 
said he was very pleased with her, 
Michelle was an excellent Grade One. 


So Michelle is in charge of the other 
five girls on The Astro, Mr Barnard and 
Mr Mountling on board of course but the 
girls are sailing the vessel. Everyone 
naturally is in uniform including the two 
men, and the Angels in recognition of the 
fact that they are afloat are wearing smart 
little navy caps in addition to their nor- 
mal shore uniform. It is another nice day 
so everyone is in good spirits as the 
motor starts chugging and they cast off 
from the jetty. 

Actually getting The Astro from A to 
B only strictly speaking takes two girls, 
one steering and the other checking on 
the engine, but there are as well all those 
other nautical jobs to be done. Scrubb- 
ing the deck. Polishing brass until you 
can see your face in it. Wiping down 
paintwork. Coiling ropes of course and 
generally seeing that everything is ship- 
shape. And last but not least work in the 
galley because everyone is going to be 
hungry later and there are not the nor- 
mal Hartfield Hall staff here for such 


Michelle has to organise all this, mak- 
ing sure everything is running in an 
orderly fashion, no sudden nasty hitches, 
etc. It is a very demanding job but being 
a very capable Angel Grade One she is 
up to it. Mr Barnard and Mr Mountling 
meanwhile, as The Astro progresses 
steadily up the river, can wander round 
and observe the girls at their tasks. Here 
and there encouragingly squeezing a 
busy bottom. And when necessary, if 
something isn’t being done quite as it 
should be, taking the Angel in question 
into one of the cabins for a quick 
knickers-down session. Keep them on 
their toes is the motto. 

Mr Barnard has especially got his eye 
on Cheryl. Naturally. Bad Vibes have to 
be nipped in the bud. Mr Mountling has 
assured him that everything is going well 
with Cheryl now but a man with Mr Bar- 
nard’s responsibilities cannot but feel a 
little nervousness when this sort of thing 
happens. Especially with an Angel as 
pretty and generally delightful as is 
Cheryl. If things have indeed been sorted 
out the coming night under canvas will 
be most pleasurable. Mr Barnard has not 
yet had any real intimate congress with 
Cheryl. It can happen: with quite a 
number of Angels about the place one 
particular one can somehow be rather 
overlooked. And then suddenly, for 
some reason or other — even as in this 
case Bad Vibes — she becomes noticed. 


Becomes а major focus of attention in 
fact with astral energy flowing. So tht a 
man can experience a real frisson. The 
tingling. The feeling almost that he can- 
not wait... 

This is the feeling that the Leader has 
on coming round the deck and suddenly 
espying Cheryl vigorously rubbing at a 
brass plate. Her back view but it is un- 
mistakable: the glossy dark hair beneath 
the blue cap snapping to left and right as 
she energetically rubs, and the brief skirt 
tight over her sturdy haunches which 
thrust vigorously in contrapuntal motion 
to the snapping bangs. Those thrusting 
hips...thrusting Energy Flow. Mr Bar- 
nard blinks. Stellar motion. At the sight 
of those haunches, that slim back, his EQ 
is soaring. He is not at all sure that the 
galaxial conjunction can wait until 
tonight. No... 

Stepping close, his hand, with a will 
of its own, takes hold of a busy bottom- 
cheek. Cheryl starts. A quiet word from 
the Leader. And she obediently leaves 
the already burnished plate and follows 
him. Into the Leader’s cabin. The door 
is closed, and locked. 

The Leader, EQ rising, comes close 
again. Cheryl gives him a doe-eyed 
glance and then lowers her gaze. She has 
had a really hard time of it in the last few 
days and the message has got through. 
Toeing the line is a much easier option 
than trying to fight authority. And she 
can’t leave, Mr Mountling has made that 
quite clear to her. That is just not possi- 
ble. And really...she doesn’t really want 
to leave, does she? She wants to be with 
them. A good Angel. So Mr Mountling 
has argued, cane in hand. 

‘Getting rid of the Bad Vibes now, 
Cheryl?’ Mr Barnard’s voice is a bit 
husky. 

Cheryl says a subdued ‘Yes Sir.’ Meek 
and subdued, briefly raising her soft eyes 
again. Mr Barnard gives a quiet instruc- 
tion. Obediently Cheryl lifts the short 
skirt and slides down her knickers. Steps 
out of them. 

Mr Barnard is sitting down on the 
bunk. Chery] lifts her skirt up round her 
waist and gets over his lap. The Leader’s 
hand strokes the warm, springy flesh. He 
can feel Positives. A positive Energy 
Flow. Testingly he slips his hand down 
in between the hot thighs. She makes a 
little moaning sound. Yes, Positives. 
Definitely. 

Mr Barnard proceeds to spank the 
resilient cheeks. A vigorous spanking. 
Get the EQ up. Get the energy flowing. 
Tonight under canvas will be truly 
pleasurable, he can sense that. A major 
stellar conjunction. And right now is go- 
ing to be truly pleasurable too. The sweet 
sensation of white hot energy in conjunc- 
tion. He is pushing this sweet Angel off 
his lap. Telling her in that husky voice. 
It is the same as what she baulked at with 
Mr Liebman, but Chery] is not baulking 
now. Kneeling in front of the Leader, her 
hands doing what they have to do. 


LETTERS 


ear Sir, 

In the past І have very much 
enjoyed seeing in your magazines, 
photos of girls being punished out in 
the public solitude of the coun- 
tryside; in particular I recall a piece 
which appeared in an issue of 
Whispers, in which a girl was spank- 
ed in a cornfield — the best shot of 
all was one showing the taut crutch 
of her pink knickers, taken from bet- 
ween her legs as she lay sprawled on 
her tummy amongst the long corn. 
Please can you let us — me, anyway 
— have more pictures of girls being 
punished outdoors, in the sunshine. 


P.W., Broadstairs 
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ear Editor, 

There haven’t been any letters 
dealing with celebrity punishments 
in Blushes for quite a while — in 
fact, there has been a notable 
absence of a lot of the items which 
we used to enjoy the most — but 
assuming that you aren’t operating 
ап embargo Га like to offer a few 
of my own favourite fantasies. 


My first choice is the tennis player 
Annabel Croft. She has a very big 
bottom for such an athletic girl, 
I recall a story from one of your 
rivals featuring a young English 
teacher in an Arab country who was 
framed for illicit possession of 
alcohol and flogged. Perhaps there 
is scope here for a feature where 
holidaymakers are offered stark 
choices by customs officers when in- 
volved in smuggling in Turkey say, 
or North Africa. The misdemeanour 
need not even be genuine, a certain 
piquancy is added when the victim 
is innocent but trapped. 


I hope that you feel able to take some 


of these suggestions on board and 
that there continues to be space in 
your pages for this particular style 
of story. 

N.T.C., Bracknell 


ear Sir, 

I am writing firstly to offer the 
standard congratulations оп рго- 
viding the classiest magazine of your 
type, with the best models and best 
photography. Secondly, I would like 
to offer a plea for the kind of stories 
that I most enjoy seeing featured. 
Unlike some of your more 
clamorous correspondents, I do not 
require that those be featured to the 
exclusion of all else. I am simply re- 
questing that they continue to appear 
regularly. Let’s face it, we are talk- 
ing fetishism and fantasy here and 
each individual’s particular turn on 
can be quite an exclusive thing. I 
personally have no interest in 
schoolgirls, Reich girls or mythical 
punishment centres run by retired 
colonels in old country mansions. 


But no problem, each to his own, the 
issues where these features 
predominate I do not buy. 


The stories that hit the spot for 
myself have some roots in reality. 
They feature young women, 
preferably married, between the ages 
of 20-27, possibly because I have a 
particular candidate in mind. They 
can be standard situations e.g. the 
minor car crash, inability to keep up 
payments, office misdemeanours 
etcetera. A necessary element, 
however, is that of humiliation. To 
aid this, the presence of an audience 
is particularly pleasing. The аш- 
dience could be work colleagues e.g. 
‘Fitness Fanaticism’ Blushes No. 20, 
or neighbours. Also, it is particularly 
stimulating if the audience is 
substantially older than the victim or, 
less frequent but equally effective, 
younger e.g. ‘Carol’s Christmas’ 
Whispers No. 6. 


Another element that I would like to 
see featured, what the hell it’s fan- 
tasy after all, would be a racial one. 
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which must be an acute embarrass- 
ment in a sport which demands brief 
and flimsy clothing. Also, her ten- 
nis is so pathetic that she must often 
inspire patriotic Brits with the desire 
to humiliate her in the way she 
humiliates her country by her lack 
of effort and ability. Га like to see 
her pinioned and spread on the novel 
form of ‘horse’ detailed by F.H.K. 
in Blushes 21. Then one man could 
stripe her fat posterior with a slim 
but whippy cane while another could 
interfere with her sizable breasts (she 
would of course be stark naked). The 
man at the front end would be able 
to enjoy her squeals of agony as the 
cane sliced into her, and watch the 
tears pour down her face. He would 
grin delightedly at every manifesta- 
tion of pain and tweak alternately at 
his unashamed erection and An- 
nabel’s sensitive nipples. 


For the black British sprinter Joan 
Baptiste we go back to the cane. Joan 
can appear before me in her brief 
tight running kit; the shorts would be 
yanked up into her voluptuous rump 
before she had to bend over for two 
dozen searing cuts across the lower 
half of her bottom. Then the shorts 
would come down to her ankles, 
Joan would lie on her back and clasp 
her ankles against her shoulders. 
With her cunt and arsehole clearly 
on display I would doubtlessly be in- 
spired to put maximum effort into 
the final six slashes across the backs 
of her thighs. 


Clarinetist Emma Johnson has 
already been birched in a fantasy let- 
ter from one of your correspondents. 
Га have her sent on а ten-mile cross- 
country run before belavouring her 
sweaty out-of-breath form with a 
riding crop. 


For a bizarre choice, how about 
comedienne Victoria Wood? Her 
enormous bottom would respond 
well to a cord whip, and so would 
her ludicrously floppy breasts. 


Finally the actress Jenny Agutter. 
She can perform naked PT in front 
of a group of football hooligans who 
hurl insults at her and pelt her with 
rotten fruit. At ten-minute intervals 
she is given a four stroke tawsing 
from her instructor, which is cheered 
to the rafters by the mob. 


Please try to restore the air of non- 
chalent malice which used to 
distinguish your publications. The 
sort of letters you’ve been publishing 
lately (one even from oneone who 
wanted to see the girls ‘faintly amus- 
ed’ by chastisement) do not reflect 


majority opinion I’m sure. There are 
plenty of magazines for those who 
can’t take true hard-core material. 

| Н.В. 


ear Sirs, 

I recently got into London and 
was delighted to find some promis- 
ing material in most of those issues 
of Blushes magazines that I brows- 
ed through. Now that I’ve had time 
to read most of the mags I bought, 
I can say that there is definitely an 
improvement over recent months. 
I’m afraid that in my opinion you 
could hardly have gone further 
downhill than you were three or so 
months back. So, a qualified vote of 
thanks to your editors together with 
a reminder that there is still a long 
way to go if you want to get back to 
the quality of eighteen months ago. 


I notice that there have been quite a 
few letters of criticism and I’m glad 
to see that I’m not the only one to 
have found your ‘softer’ image a 
great disappointment. Nor am I the 
only one to find the lack of 
schoolgirls an extreme frustration. 
Judging by the recent issues your 
stance seems to be that it’s all right 
to mention schoolgirls in a letter pro- 
viding you don’t express any par- 
ticular desires concerning them — 
and it’s all right for you to include 
a schoolgirl story providing you 
don’t say as much! Well, it all seems 
very mysterious compared with the 
bolder attitude of your rivals. And 
they have no embargo on the under- 
eighteens, so why do you deny us the 
most succulent morsels of all? 


Now to be positive. I loved the 
Ralgex story — I wonder if their 
sales will soar as a result? Letters 
have been above average (apart from 
the interminable prattlings of one 
particular gentleman, who I see has 
got on the wicks of others as well as 
me). Absolutely wonderful were the 
two recent ‘adoptees’, Narjis and 
Katie. As for Narjis, I couldn’t help 
wondering whether the newsagents 
where she works stocks your 
magazines — imagine her handing 
over the counter the very copy in 
which there is a detailed description 
of her humiliation! Do please write 
again with the promised sequel, Mr 
Welling — and a photo of her, 
however difficult to obtain, would be 


highly satisfying. 


And poor Katie! Not satisfied with 
featuring her bulging rear view in 
your magazines, Michael C now has 
the immense pleasure of seeing the 
little darling’s face smiling smugly 


out of ‘Uniform Girls’. I doubt 
whether she’d be smiling if she read 
the breathtakingly juicy account of 
how MC would like to torment her. 
Superb! 


I’ve already started looking through 
my photo albums to see if there are 
any suitable adoptees. I hope all your 
other readers are arming themselves 
with the latest in photo-technology 
in order to pillory a goodly number 
of unsuspecting young madams. A 
steady stream of adoptees would 
almost make up for the lack of six- 
teen year old schoolgirls — but not 
quite! 

J.R. 


ear Editors, 

I would like to share some 
thoughts with you on the subject of 
Blushes. There is one reasön-and one 
reason alone why I part with £6 to 
buy the magazine; there are more 
photographs of genuinely beautiful 
girls receiving realistic looking 
punishments than any other 
magazine I ever see. The stories don’t 
excite me much. There is, however, 
a lamentable lack of younger men in 
you’re photos. Is there not a danger 
of CP being seen as an ‘old man’s 
fetish’ and rejected by the younger 
generation? As a young man (27), I 
find it hard to identify with the men 
in you’re photos. A few younger 
men, dressed in less conservative 
clothes, would serve as an inspira- 
tion to younger readers. 


Secondly, I have never seen a col- 
oured girl in your magazines. An at- 
tractive black girl could look lovely 
in a ‘slave’ storyline. Also, oriental 
girls are supposed to be brought up 
to serve their men. Think of the 
possibilities. What about the or- 
dinary housewife, chained to the kit- 
chen sink, etc? 


I find the concept of the girl actual- 
ly enjoying the punishment very ex- 
citing, yet rarely mentioned in your 
stories. Also, I hope readers would 
have more discretion than to -inflict 
CP on anyone unwilling. I would also 
like to see girls in leather clothing, 
and anything black. 


As for girls Га like to see spanked, 
page three girl Gail McKenna has an 
arse that is crying out for punish- 
ment, also ‘Crossroads’ lovely Ann- 
Marie (Dee Hepburn) and the girl 
who plays Fiona (forgot her real 
name) — what an arse! 


Kindest Regards. 
Andy S., Huntingdon 


DID YOU GET IT”? 


If you didn't you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some етімен 
special offers. 


What’s Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and РО.5 payable to: 
‘Bertrum Press’, 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 


ana MW‏ ر 


FROM THE HOUSE OF BLUSHES 


; NOTTO BE SOLD ТО PERSONS UNDER 18 і | 


